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The Angel smiled, and from his radiant face

A holy light illumined all the place,

And through the open window, loud and clear,

They heard the monks chant in the chapel near,

Above the stir and tumult of the street:

" He has put down the mighty from their seat,

And has exalted them of low degree! "

And through the chant a second melody

Rose like the throbbing of a single string:

" I am an Angel, and thou art the King! "

King Robert, who was standing near the throne,

Lifted his eyes, and lo! he was alone!

But all apparelled as in days of old,

With ermined mantle and with cloth of gold;

And when his courtiers came, they found him there

Kneeling upon the floor, absorbed in silent prayer.

Hiawatha's Childhood
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BY the shores of Gitche Gumee,
By the shining Big Sea-Water,
Stood the wigwam of Nokomis,
Daughter of the Moon, Nokomis.
Dark behind it stood the forest,
Rose the black and gloomy pine-trees,
Rose the firs with cones upon them;
Bright before it beat the water,
Beat the shining Big Sea-Water.
Thus the wrinkled, old Nokomis
Nursed the little Hiawatha,
Rocked him in his linden cradle,